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They Caught the Spears 


It happened on the island of Aniwa, 
over in the South Pacific. Some of the 
heathen cannibals had been converted to 
Christianity, but others still clung to their 
evil ways. 

Then one of the Christian chiefs felt 
that he ought to try to persuade a certain 
heathen chief to give his heart to Christ. 

He sent a message to the heathen chief 
saying, “I will come next Sabbath with four 
friends and tell you about the Jehovah 
God. We shall not be armed.” 

When the message arrived the heathen 
chief became furiously angry, and he re- 
plied, “Anyone who comes near this vil- 
lage to preach will be killed.” 

The Christian chief was not discouraged. 
He sent another message, saying that just 
as Christ had taught them to return good 























for evil, so they now wanted to bring the 
happiness of Christianity to these men who 
had threatened them. 

The heathen chief wasted no time. He 
replied, “If you come, you will be killed.” 

But on Sabbath morning, the Christian 
chief and his four friends went anyway. 
As they neared the village the heathen 
chief hurried out to speak to them. “Go 
away,” he warned. “My men are ready to 
kill you.” 

The Christians walked on. “We come 
only to tell you about Jesus,” they said. 
“We believe He will protect us.” 

Finally the heathen chief gave up. He 
stepped back, and the warriors in the vil- 
lage threw their spears. They had fought 
with them since boyhood and their aim was 
deadly accurate. 

But God was with the Christians. As the 
spears came they nimbly jumped aside. 
Some spears that came too close, they struck 
with their hands, as one might bat a ball. 
And others that surely would have killed 
them, they caught in their bare hands and 
threw harmless to the ground. 

On they walked, closer to the village, and 
the spears flew at them like a shower. But 
not one spear so much as scratched any 
of the Christians! 

The warriors in the village could stand 
it no longer. They suddenly dropped the 
spears that remained and gazed in silence 
at these men who could walk through 
flying spears unhurt—and who did not 
pick up any of them to throw back. 

The Christians came to the wall of the 
village and their chief called out, “You 
have seen how our Jehovah God has pro- 
tected us. Now we want you to let us tell 
you what a kind and loving God He is.” 

The heathen opened the gates and let 
them in, and it wasn’t long before the chief 
and many of his people were regular at- 
tendants at the Christian church. 

Long ago the psalmist sang, “Thou shalt 
not be afraid for the terror by night; nor 
for the arrow that flieth by day” (Ps. 91:5). 
God surely kept that promise for those 
brave Christians, just as He always fulfills 
His word for those who trust and obey 
Him. 

Your friend, 


pn Wrawrel 





The Sabbathkeepers fled for safety 


when Mrs. Obregon saw the 


SHADOW IN 


By ENID 


VERYONE was sure Obregon would 

never make a preacher. “Oh, no,” they 
laughed, whenever he told them that that 
was what he wanted to be, “you can’t 
preach.” 

Then he told them he wanted to be a 
teacher, but they laughed again. “Oh, no, 
you can’t teach.” 

So Obregon decided, “If they won't let 
me work for Jesus here, I shall go back in 
the hills and tell the people there about 
Jesus.” 


When Obregon was forbidden to work for God at home, 
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HER DREAM 4 


SPARKS 


He packed his few belongings on his 
caribou—for he lived in the Philippines— 
and with his family, started out. 

Now a caribou is a sort of cow with 
very long horns, and it moves very slowly 
—just plods, plods, plods. It took the family 
a long time to reach the little village away 
up at the top of a big ravine. 

When Obregon met the chief and the 
people who had gathered to see the stran- 
ger, he told them he had come to be their 


To page 17 


his family packed up and traveled into the mountains. 
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SUMMER ANGELS 


By INEZ BRASIER 





CHAPTER 3: BIBLES INSTEAD OF GUM 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


It looked as though it was going to be an ordinary 
summer for Jim and June and Lila and Tommy, 
the members of the Think of Others class. They 
planned to earn as much spending money as they 
could and use it to buy things for themselves. But then 
Kenny came to town and changed everything. For 
Kenny was blind. After talking to him, the class 
decided to use their money to buy Bibles for blind 
children in Korea. 


 ioncamgpi and Kenny went to the drug- 
store on an errand. 

“Aunt Jennie wants her camphor bottle 
filled,” Kenny said as he handed a small 
bottle to the druggist. 

“Clara wants a roll of film for her cam- 
era,” added Tommy. “She said you knew 
the kind she uses.” 

“Here you are!” said the druggist, when 
he came back with the filled bottle. “You 
boys haven’t been here for a month to buy 
popsicles. Come to think of it, a number 
of Mayville boys and girls have not been 
here either. No gum, no popsicles, no 
candy—I shall soon be out of business if 
this keeps on.” Mr. Long tried to look 
serious. “What has happened to all of you?” 

“We can tell you,” answered Tommy. 
“Our class is trying to live its motto, 
‘Think of Others.’ We are saving our spend- 
ing money for Braille Bibles for blind chil- 
dren in Korea. We have cans where we put 
what we earn, and before school opens we 
are going to have Pastor Burns send the 
money to the American Bible Society.” 


Mr. Long handed Kenny and Tommy 
popsicles. 

“Thank you, Mr. Long!” they exclaimed 
happily. “We didn’t expect that!” 

“I heard about your cans. In fact, I saw 
one in Barton’s Garage. What is it that 
you have written on the paper around the 
can? 

“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one 
of the least of these my brethren, ye have 
done it unto me.” Kenny and Tommy 
repeated it together. 

“I've heard many a sermon, but that is 
the best,” the druggist said quietly. “Will 
you boys bring me a can? I'll put it on the 
counter. I may not sell so much candy 
and gum, but I want to help you buy Braille 
Bibles. By the way, Tommy, you haven't 
bought a comic book all summer. Are you 
saving that money, too?” 

“I am, but you see, Mr. Long, our class 
is reading the Gospels this summer.” 

“And when you read the comic books 
you don’t feel like reading the Bible,” ex- 
plained Kenny. “Aunt Jennie read about a 
boy in a hospital in New Guinea who had to 
lie still for months. He was so lonesome 
he wanted to run away. He did not have 
a thing to read. The nurse asked a teacher 
who was sick whether he had anything the 
boy could read. All the teacher had was the 
Gospel of Mark. He tore it in two pieces 
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and gave one piece to the boy. We want 
to send Bibles to boys like that.” 

“But don’t you ever want to buy candy 
or popsicles or gum?” 

“Oh, yes!” Kenny and Tommy said it to- 
gether. 

“I want some gum more than anything, 
but I will not buy it—I will not, not tll 
the end of the summer, at least,” declared 
Tommy. 

Mr. Long just looked at Kenny and 
Tommy. “Stick to it, boys,” he said, as they 
went out the door. 

“Let’s fix that can for Mr. Long as soon 
as we get home,” suggested Kenny. 

“Let's,” agreed Tommy. “It sure is hot 
today. Let’s turn the hose on each other 
after we fix the can.” 

“Didn't you buy a new water pistol a 
few days ago?” asked Kenny as they walked 
along. “What did you do with it?” 

“I decided I didn’t really need it, so I 
took it back,” said Tommy. 

“You did?” Kenny exclaimed. 

“Sure. And the clerk gave me my money 
and I put it in our can. Now I feel better. 





Let’s hurry home and fix that can for Mr. 
Long, and then have a water fight in your 
yard.” 

Kenny tugged at his T-shirt, which was 
too small for him. “Say, that’s an idea! A 
swell one, too,” said Tommy. 

“What?” demanded Kenny. 

“Your little T-shirt. We'll talk to Clara.” 

“That won't make it any bigger.” 

“You'll be surprised! Come on! We must 
see Clara before she goes visiting.” 

When Clara heard Tommy’s plan, she 
was enthusiastic at once, and so was Kenny. 
“We'll get so many clothes they'll never 
need any more!” he exclaimed. 

“You tell the people who give you their 
old papers that we want to collect their 
old clothes too,” said Clara more sensibly. 
“Ask them, if possible, to wash and mend 
them, and you can bring them to that 
empty store where the Vacation Bible 
School was. Then you can get the class 
together to help sort them.” 

As word of the TOO class's new plan 
spread through the little town, many of the 

To page 20 


Clothes were soon piled high in the vacant store, and the TOO class started to sort them. 
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Foolishly, 1 had followed my guide farther and farther. 


Then a gate clicked behind me. 
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HINDU 


By ELVA B. 


LTHOUGH «this 
story took place 
some time ago, I still 
wonder at the stupid 
thing I did! It 
wouldn’t have hap- 
pened if Well, 
I'll begin from the 
beginning and tell 
you how it all came 
about. 

From the time we arrived in Bombay, 
India, until we reached our mission station 
in South India, a week later, I heard many 
interesting things about the famous Madura 
Temple. And the more I heard about it, the 
more determined I was to see it. 

I learned that it was at least a thousand 
years old and that for many hundreds of 
years only high-caste people were permitted 
to enter it. The low-caste or untouchable 
people could not pass through its sacred 
gates. But now the people of all castes may 
worship there, and if foreigners (like my- 
self) show proper respect by removing their 
shoes, they too may go in. 

One of our friends said, “In one section of 
the temple the temple girls are kept. These 
girls are brought to the temple when they 
are very young and are taught to dance be- 
fore the idols. They are considered to be the 
wives of the gods, and spend their entire 
sad lives in the temple.” 

“I hope I may see them sometime,” I re- 
plied. 

“You will never see the temple girls,” I 
was told. “No foreign woman has ever been 
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allowed to go into that part of the temple.” 

On the way to our mission station we 
changed trains in Madras and started across 
South India to Travancore. At one station 
where the train stopped for some time, I 
was interested in the many monkeys on the 
station platform. The passengers were feed- 
ing them bananas. One man in the train 
was holding in his hand a banana from 
which he had taken a bite. A monkey on the 
station platform saw it and—zoom—he was 
in one window and out at the opposite side, 
leaving the passenger staring at his empty 
hand! 

I was so fascinated that I didn’t notice the 
name of the station until the train was pull- 
ing out. It was Madura! As the train moved 
on there was one short glimpse of the tall 
goperum or gate of the famous temple. 

Several weeks later I was asked to go to 
Madras to do some work for the mission. 
There was a four-hour wait between trains 
in Madura. This was my opportunity to see 
the temple. Surely I had been in India long 
enough to know that it would be better to 
go to such a place only when my husband 
was along! But that is where I made the 
first blunder, which led to all the trouble. 

Of course I wouldn’t go into the temple; 
perhaps sometime later my husband and I 
would pass through Madura and we would 
see it together. I checked my luggage and 
started walking in the general direction of 
the temple—just to see it from the outside, 
you understand. 

Through narrow, crowded streets, passed 
bullocks and buffalo carts. There was a 























sacred cow lying undisturbed in the middle 
of the street. There were the usual native 
shops along either side of the street; little 
shops that sold only cloth, others that sold 
only brassware, and one that sold only 
bananas. 

Towering above the shops was the main 
goperum of the temple. Inside the walls, 
I knew, were smaller enclosures, and near 
the center, the shrine proper. 

There was nothing to be seen from the 
outside, so I walked directly in front of the 
entrance. Perhaps I could see something of 
interest from there, I hoped. But all I could 
see was another wall within, evidently sur- 
rounding the temple proper. Oh, well, I had 
at least seen the gate at close range. Some 
other time I could go inside with my hus- 
band. 

“Would madam care to see the temple?” 
A temple guide had noticed my interest and 
was inviting me to enter. 

“If madam will remove her shoes 

“No, thank you. I'll keep my shoes on.” 


































































































Evidently this guide 
hoped to earn a tip for 
showing me through the 
temple, so he said I might 
enter with my shoes on. 
This is where I showed 
very poor judgment. 

“I will just have a look on the other side 
of that wall,” I said. 

You see, it was just like other temptations 
that come to us; one step after another led 
me into serious difficulty. 

We didn’t stop around the wall, but went 
on until we came to the pillars of the temple 
where a Brahman priest sat reading the Gita, 
or holy writings of the Hindus. Several 
disciples were gathered about him meditat- 
ing upon the words he read: One holy man 
had quantities of hair, matted and long, 
wound about his head in large knots. Around 
his neck were strings of beads, which he 
counted over as he mumbled the name of his 
god. Most of the holy men sitting about 
wore very little clothing, but such as they 

had was of a saffron yellow color. 





I Each one had a begging bowl and 


a fancy carved stick or club. Some 
a of them had many trinkets or 
charms fastened to their clothes. 
Most of them reclined in a lazy 
fashion around the temple court, 
listening to someone reading from 
the ancient books. Occasionally 
some sleepy fakir (holy man) 
would take the trouble to disturb 
something in his matted hair. One 
or two of these holy men were in 
deep meditation, but for the most 
part they seemed to be doing abso- 
lutely nothing. 

My guide dipped his fingers 
into the sacred ashes near the 
Brahman, wiped them across his 
own forehead, and then contin- 
ued to guide me into the temple, 
where the air was heavy with in- 
cense. We entered a third en- 
closure, which was the abode of 
the gods. Candles were burning 
before the various images. Every- 
where the priests were offering 
incense to the gods. A woman 


| lingered for a while in front of these 
temple gates. How | wished, minutes 
later, that | had run far away instead! 
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entered, and kneeling before a god, burned 
a rag as an offering. Over one image a priest 
was rubbing melted butter. 

The guide stopped in front of a dreadful- 
looking god and explained to me that this 
was the destroyer. If he were not properly 
worshiped and treated well, he could de- 
stroy all the children in the family. A 
pilgrim threw a few petals of flowers at his 
feet and sprinkled some holy water on the 
hands of the idol, then with a low bow 
backed away and went on to the next god. 

Another pilgrim purchased a supply of 
incense from a little stall in the temple and 
gave it to one of the priests. The priest 
bowed low as the pilgrim gave him a gen- 
erous sum of money. As the priest burned 
the incense the pilgrim fell on his face 
before the images, ignorant of God's com- 
mand, “Thou shalt not bow down thyself 
to them, nor serve them.” 

Around a corner to the right and straight 
ahead there were men lying on beds of 
spikes, torturing their bodies that they 
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might be rid of sin. Oh, that they could have 
known that they could rid their hearts of 
sin without money or penance, simply by 
accepting the invitation of Christ given 
two thousand years ago. Would these Hin- 
dus ever hear that invitation of the Saviour, 
“Come unto me, all ye that labour and are 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest”? 

By this time I had lost my sense of 
direction, and was wishing desperately that 
I were back in the railway station. The 
guide pointed out an image named “Gun- 
putty.” This idol had a very large stomach 
and the head of an elephant. He gave good 
crops of coconuts if he was pleased with 
the offerings brought to him. 

Through the dark, carved corridors we 
passed a confusion of images. All the ex- 
posed surfaces of the interior columns and 
walls were covered with a rich network of 
sculpture and ornament. 

Turning sharply to the right, we came 
upon a group of priests, who placed a gar- 


To page 19 
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By LESTER E. HARRIS, Jr. 
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The Traveling Eye 


wat would you think if some day, 
as you looked in the mirror, you no- 
ticed that your left eye was gradually mov- 
ing over closer to the other eye? In the 
next few months it would cross over the 
bridge of your nose and crowd in close to 
the right eye. And suppose, even more 
surprisingly, that you suddenly discovered 
you couldn't walk straight ahead any more, 
but always had to walk sideways. And that, 
with both of your eyes now on the side of 
your head, it was easier for you to walk 
sideways instead of forward. This is exactly 
what happens to the winter flounder. 

This fascinating fish starts life just like 
any other fish. As it gets older, however, 
its left eye migrates, traveling across the 
nose to the right side of the head. As this 
is happening the fish finds itself gradu- 
ally tilting over more and more on its side. 
Finally, when it is grown up, it has turned 
completely on its side and both eyes are on 
top. The flounder’s mouth becomes twisted 
around sideways, too. The color markings 
on the left side, which is now the bottom 
side, fade away and the bottom becomes 
pure white. 

Usually the flounder can be found along 
the coast, in bays over sand and mud banks. 
Here also are found many kinds of small 
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FLOUNDER 


fish, shrimp, and little shellfish on which 
the flounder feeds. It hugs the bottom, 
swimming slowly by moving up and down 
the long fins which almost surround its 
body. As it passes over white sand, its body 
turns almost white. If it swims over an 
area of light and dark patches, its body be- 
comes blotched with light and dark patches. 
In fact, the flounder can change to several 
different colors of yellow, tan, brown, black, 
and green. 

This funny flat fish begins life as a heavy 
egg stuck to a large mass of more eggs. 
Each one is about half the size of the head 
of a pin. From this tiny egg the full-grown 
flounder develops. It takes fifteen days for 
the egg to hatch. If no enemy catches the 
baby, it grows rapidly, reaching its full size 
in three years. It may weigh as much as 
five pounds and be eighteen inches long. 

This fish is a good example of an animal 
that develops naturally in a way that seems 
unnatural to us. Many of the strange things 
of nature seem peculiar to us at first be- 
cause we don’t know the reason for them. 
Just so, some of the things God tells us to 
do may seem quite foolish when we first 
hear of them; but we can be sure that 
when we discover the reason, we will agree 
that God knew best. He always does. 


JOHN A. DAVIDSON, ARTIST 


Look carefully and you will see that 
both eyes are on the same side. The 
left one has traveled all around the 


head, and the fish lies on its side. 
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‘ There's Fun for Everyone 


at a 
PATHFINDER CAMPOREE 


E WANT to go again,” said the Path- 

finders in these pictures, when they 
came home. They had been on a Pathfinder 
camporee. They had slept on the ground, 
with only a tent over them. They had 
cooked their own meals over open fires. 
They had had Sabbath school under the 
trees, and church near a lake. 

They had listened to campfire stories 
under the light of a full moon, and had 
wakened in the morning to the call of the 
birds. 

The camporee had begun on Friday aft- 
ernoon, when some three hundred Path- 
finders from all over Maryland, Virginia, 
and West Virginia came together on the 
farm of a man friendly to the church. Each 





The girls pitched their tents in this delightful place beside the lake. Boys were in a field. 
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club pitched its tents together by units. 
Each Pathfinder prepared his own supper, 
as he did all his other meals. The Sabbath 
morning services were specially designed 
so as to be interesting for Pathfinders. Sab- 
bath afternoon there was a nature hike, and 
campfire and games after sunset. And on 
Sunday there was baseball on the fields, 
and swimming in the lake. 

Elders Charles Seitz and T. V. Zytkoskee 
were in charge of the camporee, and every- 
one had such a good time that they all 
came home wishing they could have an- 
other one soon. 

When you hear that there is going to be 
a Pathfinder camporee in your conference, 
plan to be there! You'll have fun! 



















Who wants an indoor kitchen when he can make his When the food burns in the pot and won't come off, 
breakfast on an open fire? Cooking was by units. everybody's happy that the counselors came along! 





And of course Pathfinders are always glad to have Boys are likely to find all sorts of interesting 
inspection when their pup tents are clean and tidy. things they never see at home, like this box turtle. 





PATHFINDER 
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Pathfinders hiked a quarter mile to pure 
water, till this canvas bag was set up 
and filled from cans brought in a truck. 


PHOTOS BY DON ROTH 


CONCLUSION 








THE FACE OF THE C 


THE STORY SO FAR: 


Kate, a dog, had wandered away from the ranch and 
accidentally walked part way down a cliff and could 
not get back. She lay on a ledge for weeks, till two 
valley ranchers, Hal Boardman and Gus Chandler, 
found her. They have come, with a long rope and a 
wire ladder, to attempt to rescue her. 


H*" BOARDMAN settled his cap firmly 
over his bristly black hair. He grasped 
the rope that Gus Chandler had looped over 
a pine stump and edged toward the cliff’s 
sheer drop-off, crawling backward on his 
hands and knees. 

At the edge he stopped and wiped the 
perspiration from his hands and brow. 

“I don’t know, Chan,’ he said, with a 
glance at the broiling sun. “That sun’s aw- 
ful.” 

Chan squinted at the sun, and at some 
treetops below. He thought that maybe in 
forty-five minutes Hal could count on a 
little shade. High as they were there wasn’t 
a stir in the heavy, dry air, and the heat gave 
a crazy, dancing look to the valley, like 
wavers in cheap glass. 

They both sat down to wait out the sun’s 
worst heat, but in a couple of minutes Hal 
was leaning over the rocks for another view 
of the dog. Kate was trying to rise, but 
fell back with each attempt. 

Hal's eyes glinted and Chan saw him bite 
his teeth together tight. He got up and joined 
him. He saw action coming and he was ready. 

“Hold the rope, Chan,” Hal said firmly. 
“That poor hound’s been down there since 
who-knows-when and I’m not giving it an- 
other forty-five minutes of pain to live 
through.” 

Chandler took the rope in his hands. 
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“Have it your way, Hal,” he said mildly 
and with a slow shrug, but the look he gave 
Hal was a look of approval. Valley ranchers 
aren't given to making pretty speeches about 
one another, but later on Gus Chandler 
would tell his wife how Hal couldn't keep a 
suffering animal waiting. Like as not Cora 
would spread it around a little on the tele- 
phone party line. 

Chan let the rope out 
carefully as Hal scrambled 
from bush to rock to root 
and finally down to the 
blank, smooth face of the 
cliff. He felt his friend’s 
full weight and cautiously 
gave him another ten feet 
or so before the pull slack- 
ened. Hal yelled from 
down below and eased his 
weight onto the rope again. 
Chan let out twenty feet 
and stopped. 


Hal’s “O.K.” sounded 
small below him. 
Chandler watched as 


Hal Boardman unrolled the 
wire ladder and hooked it 
over a firm-looking bush. 
Firm or not, though, Chan 
hated to trust it with a 
life. 

He cupped his hands 
and shouted, “Tie it, too!” 


It was a hard pull up the face 
of the cliff, but Hal and Chan 
were determined to save Kate. 











- CLIFF 4 
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Hal touched his cap in a not-too-snappy 
salute and sent up a rueful grin. Chan 
watched him tie the ladder to the rope whose 
other end he held, and he felt better. 

Hal was talking to the dog now. What- 
ever he was saying, the dog was enjoying it. 

Kate heard the voice of a man approach- 
ing her and it gave her a small, unexpected 
surge of strength. She lifted her eyelids 


until her eyes were almost wide open. They 
closed again right away, but she had seen 
him. She didn’t know him, but he was the 
kind of man she knew, brown from the 
sun and strong from days of heavy work 
and nights of sound sleep. 

He didn’t let the end of the wire ladder 
clatter onto Kate’s ledge. He lowered it 
quietly, to keep from startling her. Now 
he was coming down the flimsy steps, the 
wires clinking against the rock with each 
shift of weight. 

Then he was there, sitting beside her, 
touching her hot, golden coat. His voice 
was quiet but sure, and she knew that the 
moment had come that would end the blur 
of empty days and nights. 

She felt his hands under her, lifting her 
as though he knew it might hurt. It did, 
and she winced; but his voice told her it 
wasn't on purpose. She let him put her 
across his shoulders in a fireman’s grip. 

It was slow going as they started up the 
swinging ladder. When at last they reached 
the top of it, Hal unhooked it from the 
bush and untied the rope. 

Chan heard Hal’s whistle and shout that 
To page 17 








WHY PAUL CHANGED HIS MIND 
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ae loved his baby sister, Sally, but he 
didn’t like to baby-sit! Staying with 
her interfered with so many things he 
preferred to do. 

One afternoon he was full of plans to go 
to Bill’s house to see the new tools Bill 
had received for his birthday. He would 
have to ask Mother: first, of course. 

And then his heart sank. Mother was 
coming down the stairs with her purse in 
hand, and he guessed what was coming. 

“Paul,” Mother asked, “please stay with 
Sally for a little while. Mrs. Brown next 
door is ill, and I promised to take her to the 
doctor’s office.” 

“But Mother,” Paul protested, “I want to 
go to Bill’s house to help make something 
with his new tools.” 

Mother sighed. “You may take Sally with 
you when she wakens from her nap, son. 
She can play with Bill’s little brother.” 

“Oh, all right,” Paul grumbled, slouching 
into the nearest chair. 

Soon after Mother left, he heard Sally 
talking in her crib and went upstairs to get 
her. He frowned moodily as he helped her 
dress. Sally poked a tiny finger into his ribs 
and gurgled, “Paul laugh?” But Paul did_ 
not laugh. 

Presently Sally was ready and_ they 
started to Bill’s house. Sally chattered hap- 
pily, overjoyed at going “bye-bye” with big 
brother. Paul said nothing. 

Bill, waiting on his front steps, frowned 
sympathetically when he saw Sally. “Do 
you have to baby-sit?” he asked. 

“Yes,” Paul growled, “Couldn’t get out 
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of it. Can she play with your little brother?” 

“Sure!” Bill agreed. “Jimmy's in the back 
yard. Put Sally with him and the fence will 
keep them from getting out. Mother will 
watch them while we work in the base- 
ment.” 

Soon Paul and Bill were in the basement, 
busy with the new tool set. A half hour 
later Paul went into the yard to check on 
Sally, but neither child was in sight. 

“Mother probably took them into the 
house,” Bill said lightly, running up the 
back steps to ask. He returned in a moment 
with a worried look. “Mother said Jimmy 
was alone when she brought him inside 
about ten minutes ago. She thought Sally 
was with you!” 

Sudden fright seized Paul. “She must 
have left the yard somehow!” He ran to the 
back gate and saw that the catch was open. 
“Maybe she opened this herself.” 


“She must have,” Bill said. “Jimmy 
doesn’t know how. Let’s look down the 
alley.” 


Calling Sally’s name and looking in all 
directions, the boys searched for her fran- 
tically, but without success. “Oh, Bill,” Paul 
moaned, “I'll never forgive myself if she’s 
gone somewhere and been hurt.” 

Their search finally led them to a lumber 
yard in the next block. Paul saw a flash of 
pink that looked like Sally’s dress disap- 
pearing around a pile of loosely stacked 
lumber. He reached the spot just- in time 
to see Sally clamber to the top of the pile 
and stand on a plank that teetered from 
side to side. 
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Sally saw him and waved vigorously 
with both hands, squealing, “Look! Sally 
high up!” 

Paul held his breath, afraid to go up 
after her, for his weight might dislodge 
the pile of lumber. “Come down, Sally,” he 
pleaded. 

But Sally had other ideas. “No, no!” she 
cried, and began jumping up and down. 
Her jumping dislodged the teetering plank 
and sent her tumbling down on the other 

side. Paul raced around to get her. 
® Her dress was badly torn, her arms and 
legs scratched, and she was sobbing wildly 
as Paul picked her up, trying to comfort 
her. In spite of her crying he was greatly 
relieved that she had not been seriously 
hurt on account of his neglect. 

When Sally stopped crying, Paul told 
Bill good-by and took her home to change 
the torn dress before Mother returned. Of 
course Mother asked what had happened 
as soon as she came home. Paul said merely 
that his sister had fallen down when play- 
ing. He told about the torn dress also, 
knowing Mother would find it anyway. But 
he did not mention the accident at the 
lumber yard, and little Sally seemed to 
have forgotten it. 

However, Paul was haunted with guilt 
for not having told Mother all that had 


When Paul saw Sally she was on top of a pile of loose lumber. “Look,” 





happened. For three days he carried the 
dark secret with him, until one afternoon 
when Mother had to go out again. 

“I have a dental appointment and will 
be back in an hour,” she explained. 

“What about Sally?” Paul asked. 

“Mrs. Brown will take care of her,’ 
Mother answered. “I know how much you 
dislike baby-sitting.” 

Paul cast shame-filled eyes to the floor. 
Then he looked up at his mother and 
said, “Please let me keep Sally today.” 

“Why the sudden change, son?” she 
asked, surprised. 

Then Paul poured out the whole story 
of his neglect and Sally's accident at the 
lumber yard. 

“Why didn’t you tell me before, Paul?” 

“I guess I was ashamed of being so 
careless and didn’t want you to know. But 
I won't be careless any more. And I'll baby- 
sit with Sally any time you want me to. 
Please let me keep her this afternoon, to 
show I really mean it!” 

Paul pleaded so earnestly that his mother 
placed her hands on his shoulders and said, 
“I'm glad you told me what really hap- 
pened, son, and I know Sally will be quite 
safe with you from now on. You may keep 
her today if you wish. I'll be home soon.” 

To page 17 


she squealed, 


“Sally high up!” At any moment, Paul knew, the planks would slip and she would fall. 


oe 





JIM'S JALOPY 


By LLOYD GUTHRIE 


HE old beaten-up Model A looked like 

a Cadillac to Jim as it sagged in the sun. 
The fenders were cracked and dented, the 
horn wouldn't blow, and the roof leaked; 
but it was his. His widowed mother couldn't 
afford a car for herself, yet he now owned 
one. 

Cousin Edgar had told him that if he 
would fix it up he could have it as his very 
own. What more could a boy ask for? The 
only thing that Edgar stressed was that Jim 
must fix it up and get it out of his yard. 
Jim agreed that the price was fair enough. 

After school that afternoon all Jim’s bud- 
dies came over to see the new car. The 
oh’s and ah’s they made at the old rattletrap 
didn’t always mean enthusiasm on their part, 
but Jim thrilled as he strutted around the 
worn-out jalopy. 

A week passed before he got down to 
business, however. He didn’t 
have any money, so the badly 
needed parts had to be begged ~ 
from his relatives. Uncle 2 
George gave him a couple of 
tires; Cousin Miron rummaged 
around till he found three or 
four rims, as the ones on the 
contraption were out of line. 
In that one day Jim found 
enough parts, including reflec- 
tors, steering knobs, and other 
trinkets, to make the jalopy 
look like a poor boy’s dream. 
All he lacked was a gas line 


To Jim, the old Model A was the fin- 
est thing on wheels. “Just wait till N 
I've fixed it up,” he told the boys. ‘ 
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and a battery, and the old buggy would be 
ready to roll. 

But Jim did nothing more on the car for 
the rest of that week, nor the week follow- 
ing. He let three or four weeks go by before 
he again tackled the old bus. Once more he 
went begging to his relatives, and Uncle 
George finally gave him an almost-new bat- 
tery and Cousin Miron came up with the 
needed gasoline line. At last, on a Sunday 
afternoon Jim will long remember, the thing 
was ready to run. 

Unfortunately, Jim hadn't bothered to get 
a license, and he knew he shouldn't drive 
his new treasure through the mile of traffic 
to his home on the other side of town with- 
out one. He thought of getting someone 
else to drive it for him, but never got around 
to asking anyone. 

Meanwhile, Cousin Edgar was becoming 
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more and more anxious to get rid of the old 
thing. Three months had now passed since 
he had offered it to Jim, but still it remained, 
cluttering his yard. 

So, when someone came around and of- 
fered to buy it, Cousin Edgar agreed to sell. 
The news almost broke Jim’s heart. But he 
knew he deserved it. It was a long time be- 
fore he could look at an old Model A with- 
out feeling like bursting into tears. And he 
made it a habit always to keep his side of 
a bargain. 





Why Paul Changed His Mind 
From page 15 


“Thanks, Mother,” Paul said brightly. 
“T'll take good care of her, honest I will!” 
And with that he ran upstairs to be sure 
he was nearby when she awoke. 





Shadow in Her Dream 
From page 3 


teacher. The chief was very happy to hear it. 

Across the deep ravine lived a tribe of 
cruel people who hated Christians. They 
would burn their houses and take all their 
belongings. The Christians in this village, 
however, were sure that the deep chasm 
would always protect them from those 
wicked men. 

One night Obregon’s wife had a bad 
dream. She thought she saw a terrible black 
cloud hanging over the village. It so fright- 
ened her that she woke up and told her 
husband about it. He assured her she must 
have gone to bed too tired. 

But when she went back to sleep, she 
dreamed the same thing again. Once more 
she wakened in a fright, and told Obregon. 
This time he said that she must have eaten 
too much for supper. 

In the morning, however, she could not 
Shake off the fearful memory of that dark 
shadow, and both she and Obregon began 
to think seriously about it. “Was it Jesus’ 
way of telling them to leave the village?” 
they wondered. 

They hurried to the home of their 
friends and told them to get ready to go, 
for something dreadful was going to hap- 


pen. When the chief heard about it, he 
said that they must stop telling the people 
such things, for the village was very safe. 

But Obregon had been laughed at before, 
and he didn’t let the chief discourage him 
now. Taking his family and a few friends, 
he led the way slowly down the mountain. 
They could not get far in one day, for the 
path was so difficult; and besides that, they 
wanted to set up camp before the Sabbath, 
for this was Friday. They were still in the 
danger zone, so Sunday they journeyed on 
again. 

Back in the village the chief and his 
wise men were saying, “We are safe. Here 
it is Sunday and nothing has happened. 
Wasn't it silly of Obregon to be so fearful?” 

That very Sunday night, however, when 
it was dark, the cruel men from across the 
ravine crept into the village and set the 
houses afire. They stole everything they 
pleased and carried off the people’s most 
precious belongings. 

Someone came and told Obregon what 
had happened. He said, “Do you know why 
the Lord gave my wife that dream on 
Thursday night instead of Friday night? 
He wanted us to be very careful of the 
Sabbath. He knew we wouldn't travel on 
His day.” And from that time on everyone 
respected Obregon as being truly a teacher 
and a preacher sent from God. 





The Face of the Cliff 
From page 13 


told him the long pull was to begin. The 
dog’s added weight was noticeable, but thz 
pile of rope at his feet grew steadily as he 
brought it in, hand over hand. His palms 
were cut and blistered when Hal’s head and 
shoulders appeared over the cliff's edge. 

Chan had his first close look at Kate, and 
that was when he felt the ache from the 
tremendous strain of pulling the rope. 

“Lot of work for a dead dog,” he said, 
defeated. 

Hal lay on the shoulder of the cliff, ex- 
hausted, as Chan lifted the dog away from 
him. 

“No, she’s alive,’ Chan corrected himself, 
feeling the faint beat of Kate’s heart. 

“Only just,” Hal added. 

From a canteen Chan poured a handful 
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WOULD You LIKE TO 
EARN SOME MONEY? 


for school expenses? 
for gifts for your folks? 


for a subscription to JUNIOR GUIDE? 











OR 


WOULD YOU LIKE 


A Bible? mm) 





A Bicycle? 
A Radio? 
A Portable Typewriter? 
Binoculars? 


Samsonite Luggage? 


A Model Airplane? 


A Camera? 


Camping Equipment? 


A Parker “21” Pen and Pencil Set? 


A Baseball, Bat, and Fielder’s Mitt? 





IF SO, 
WRITE TO: 





fe) 





$13 cenrs 3; 


Earn-Tt- Yourself 
c/o R. J. Christian 
Review and Herald Publishing Assn. 


Washington 12, D.C. 
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of water and held it so it dribbled into the 
dog’s mouth. Then the two men and the 
dog lay in the shade and rested. The men 
looked the dog over. 

“She's a beauty,” Hal announced. “Some- 
body will be mighty glad to get her back.” 

There was no answer from Chan, but Hal 
was used to that. He figured Chan was 
thinking, and he was right. Chan was grop- 
ing for a thought that almost came and 
then didn’t. Seemed like it was something 

ra sang sometimes, and seeing Hal and 

dog brought it up, but he couldn’t quite 
put his finger on it. 

The shadows were long and the breeze 
had come, and the two men were far down 
the hill before Chan remembered. Hal was 
riding ahead and the dog was lying weakly 
in Chan’s arms. It was almost as though he 
heard Cora’s voice singing as she so often 
did around the house: 


“And on His shoulders gently laid, 
And home rejoicing brought me... .” 


It wouldn’t be Gus Chandler’s way to 
talk about a thing like that. He only smiled 
into the shadows and let the words run 
through his mind again and again until, 
without knowing it, he hummed a little of 
the tune now and then. 

When they reached the valley floor, Hal 
dropped back to ride beside him. He was 
close enough to hear the snatches of hum- 
ming and he gave Chan a quick look of 
sudden understanding. 

Ranchers in the valley aren’t inclined to 
run on about anything but cattle, and 
maybe their children. These two needed 
no words, anyway, for the thought they 
carried between them. 

As the stars came out and the sunset 
faded, they began to whistle, and the creak 
of their saddles and the plodding of slow 
hoofs were mixed with the strange duet on 
the night air. 


” 





“Perverse and foolish, oft I’ve strayed 


| The lights of the Boardman ranch were 
head. 


“But yet in love He sought me, 
And on His shoulder gently laid 


” 





The dog stirred in Chan’s arms and 
whined softly. They were at Hal’s gate now. 
Well, good night, Chan. Good night, Hal. 


“And home, rejoicing, brought me.” 


I Was Locked in a Hindu Temple 
From page 8 


land of flowers about my neck. I wondered 
where the temple girls were. I also won- 
dered which direction one would go to get 
out of this maze and back to the station. 

Now the guide had stopped in front of 
two tall iron gates. 

“Madam is about to see the Chamber of 
the Thousand Spirits.” 

I wasn’t interested in one spirit, to say 
nothing of a thousand! But I didn’t know 
the way out, and I mustn’t show that I was 
frightened. 

The guide opened the gates and told me 
to enter. As soon as we had entered I 
heard the lock click behind us. The guide 
was telling me about the thousand spirits 
who had this chamber as their abiding 
place but I don’t remember a word he said. 
My thoughts were all mixed up about such 
things as locked gates, the way out of the 
temple, how long it would be before I 
would get out, how much it would cost me 
to have those gates unlocked—or would 
they be unlocked? Perhaps not! 

Around the large chamber I followed the 
guide, pretending to be interested in what 
he was saying, trying to be unafraid, doing 
a great deal of praying. Through my 
frightened brain, mixed-up thoughts were 
chasing each other—“Dear Lord, help me 
to get out of here safely and soon’—I 
wonder which way the entrance is—What 
will happen when we get to the locked 
gates?—"“Dear Lord, please——” 

At last we were in front of the gates 
again. I tried to look unafraid. The guide 
made no motion toward unlocking them. 
He simply folded his arms and looked at 
the ceiling. 

Of course he was waiting for money, and 
I knew I would have to pay, but I didn’t 
have very much to give him. 

“This has been a very interesting trip 
through the temple,” I said. “You have 
been very kind. Please open the gate now.” 

He continued to look at the ceiling and 
tap the floor with his bare foot. 

After a moment longer, I said, “You 
may open the gate now. I wish to go back 
to the station.” 

“Madam’s train doesn’t leave for three 
hours,” he said. So he knew more about 
me than I thought. 


JULY 13, 1955 / 19 








Vv 

















FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Nona Beck, age 12. Route 1, Box 95E, Sutherlin, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Music, sewing, dolls, poems. 


Marilyn Towler, age 11. Star Route, Oakland, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Music, sewing, drawing, cooking, 
poems, wild flowers. 

Barbara Wells, age 12. Star Route, Oakland, Ore- 
gon, U.S.A. Sewing. 

Frankie Mae Ephraim, age 12. 108-12 160th Street, 
Jamaica 33, New York, U.S.A. Crocheting, knitting, 
singing. 

Margaret Armstrong, age 8. Alawa Park, Wale- 
bing, West Australia. Gardening, biking, reading. 

Florence Eilts, age 14. Route 1, Box 190, Lake- 
port, California, U.S.A. Stamps, shells, piano, roller 
skating, swimming. 

Eresella A. Edmonds, age 15. 101 Camden Street, 
Newark 3, New Jersey, U.S.A. Singing, roller skat- 
ing, poems, photography. 

Norma Moates, age 16. Route 3, Box 3379, Mobile, 
Alabama, U.S.A. Swimming, basketball, baseball. 


Shirley Helling, 708 N. 22nd Street, Mattoon, 
Illinois, U.S.A. Writing letters, swimming, water ski- 
ing, sewing, skating, collecting soil from different 
countries. 

Judy Jo Anders, age 12. 420 N. 33rd Street, Mat- 
toon, Illinois, U.S.A. Collecting china shoes, cooking, 
baby sitting, writing letters, swimming, skating. 

Janet Kangas, age 12. Route 2, Kalamazoo, Michi- 
gan, U.S.A. Post cards. 

Janet Elaine Hoover, age 12. 8118 Roanoke Av- 
enue, Takoma Park, Washington 12, D.C., U.S.A. 
Swimming, reading, cooking. 

Shirley Miller, age 11. General Delivery, Lincoln 
Beach, Oregon, U.S.A. Riding horses, stamps, two- 
dollar bills and foreign money. 

Hope Duhaney, age 13. Box 75, Port Antonio P.O., 
Jamaica, British West Indies. Writing letters, bik- 
ing, swimming, stamps. 

Erna Duhaney, age 16. Happy Grove, Hectors 
River P.O., Jamaica, British West Indies. Cooking, 
sewing, singing, drawing. 

Margie Hurt, age 16. Broadview Academy, La 
Grange, Illinois, U.S.A. Writing letters, roller skat- 
ing, swimming. 

Barbara Fray, age 16. Broadview Academy, La 
Grange, Illinois, U.S.A. Sports, reading, writing let- 
ters. 

Carol Carrick, age 13. 2031 E. Adams Avenue, 
Fresno, California, U.S.A. Post cards, animals. 


Norma Forrester, age 15. P.O. Box 61, Trinidad, 
California, U.S.A. Stamps. 
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“But I have seen the temple and am 
ready to leave.” I knew I wasn’t bluffing 
him. 

At last I opened my purse. Now he took 
his eyes from the ceiling and showed 
some interest. I took out a generous tip 
and started to hand it to him. When he saw 
how much it was he folded his arms again, 
tapped his foot, and returned his eyes to 
the ceiling. 

“Well, how much do you want?” I asked. 

He named an amount I was not prepar 
to give. I doubled my original tip ‘° 
said very confidently, “Now that is all 
am going to give you.” 

I extended my hand with the money in 
it and in my heart offered a_ prayer, 
“Please, Lord, open those gates now.” 

Then it happened. The guide turned, 
unlocked the gates, and swung them open. 
When I saw the general direction he was 
leading me I knew it must be the way to 
the entrance, and from then on I led the 
guide rather than let the guide lead me. 

Oh, how beautiful the sunlight was! How 
good the fresh air! How precious the 
promise, “Lo, I am with you alway”! 


Summer Angels 
From page 5 


adults offered their assistance. “I will send 
one of my berry pickers to help pack the 
clothes,” promised Mr. Henderson. 

“I will send one of my garage men,” 
added Mr. Barton. 

“I shall come in the evening,” said the 
clerk who had bought Tommy’s water pis- 
tol. 

In a few days clothes were piled high 
on the long tables in the store. “They look 
like a mountain,’ Tommy laughed. 

Kenny ran his hand over the piles. “They 
sure do!” he exclaimed. 

“Where do we begin?” asked Jim. 

“Two of the long tables are empty. Pil 
men’s clothes on one end of this neares 
one,” Clara directed. “Put the overcoats on 
the other end. Then the children’s clothes 
can be put on the other table.” 

“This sorting will soon be done,” said 
June. And it was! Then the men came to 
pack everything securely in large boxes. 

“Now Miss Clara, don’t you and those 





children be concerned over paying the 


vw shipping charges,” declared Mr. Hender- 
“Tl gladly pay whatever it is.” 
oh “No,” said Mr. Green. “I want to share 
er the cost. Since those children have spent 
‘ip so many days gathering and sorting the 
sae clothes, I surely can share the shipping 
in, expense. Tommy and Kenny told me their 
‘en class wants to save a hundred dollars this 


summer. They really want to have two 
al hundred. I shall have a part in it.” 
1 “Well,” said Lila’s father, “I have one of 


@ cans in my garage. It is surprising the 


number of people who drop money in it.” 

As the TOO class watched the boxes 
being packed on the truck that would take 
them to the railroad depot, Jim said, “It’s 
too bad the summer's nearly over. We've 
had a lot of fun thinking of others.” 

“Let’s not be sad,” exclaimed Lila. “Next 
week we go to Creel Lake. I can’t wait to 
go swimming.” 

And there were unknown surprises in 
store that the TOO class would agree were 
a lot more fun than even swimming. 


(To be continued ) 
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<a Know Your Bible A B C's? 
the By SYLVA HARPER 
1. Which one was a disciple? fr 
a. Andrew 
b. Barnabas 
c. Cleopas 
2. Which one was a spy sent to Canaan? 
a. Apollos 
b. Bildad 
c. Caleb 
ond 3. Which one was a king? 
the a. Asa 
b. Benaiah 
n,” c. Clement 
4. Which one saw the handwriting on the wall? 
de a. Ahasuerus 
. b. Belshazzar 
nal c. Claudius 
5. Which one was the daughter of King Agrippa? 
igh a. Asenath 
00k b. Bernice 
c. Candace 
hey 6. Which one was released instead of Jesus? 
a. Andronicus 
b. Barabbas 


c. Crispus 
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Who Was He? 
By IDA MAE CRESTAKOS 


He was assistant to a great prophet. 

When he later became leader, the Lord said to 
him, “Be strong and of a good courage; be not 
afraid, neither be thou dismayed: for the Lord thy 
God is with thee whithersoever thou goest.” 

In his old age he said to the nation whose leader 
he had been for many years: “Choose you this day 
whom ye will serve; . . . but as for me and my 
house, we will serve the Lord.” 

See the book of Joshua. 


Bible Mountains 
By PHYLLIS SOMERVILLE 


The mountains in the left column are associated 
with persons in the right column. Can you match 
them? 

1. Mount Ararat (Gen. 8:1-4) Moses 
2. Mt. Carmel (1 Kings 18:17-19) Paul 
3. Mount of Transfiguration Elijah 


(Matt. 17:1, 2) Noah 
4. Nebo (Deut. 32:48, 49) Jesus and three 
5. Mars’ Hill (Acts 17:22) disciples 
ANSWERS 
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Y STUDY OF THE 
CHOOL LESSON 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


IV—GOD MAKES A PLAN 


(JULY 23) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Texts: Luke 


Lesson 
Galatians 4:4, 5. 


19:10; 1 Peter 1:9-12; 
Memory Verse: “We love him, because he first 
loved us” (1 John 4:19). 


Guiding Thought 


“The fall of man filled all heaven with sorrow. 
The world that God had made was blighted with 
the curse of sin, and inhabited by beings doomed 
to misery and death. There appeared no escape 
for those who had transgressed the law. Angels 
ceased their songs of praise. Throughout the 
heavenly courts there was mourning for the ruin 
— had wrought.’—Patriarchs and Prophets, 

» 6S. 

The Son of God was deeply moved by His love 
for those once-happy inhabitants of the world 
who were now Satan’s victims. The eternal law 
of God had been broken and only One who was 
equal with God could restore that which had been 
broken. Jesus, the Son of God, offered to take 
upon Himself human form, so that by His death 
He could bring eternal life. Such love, that would 
leave the courts of heaven to live a lowly life of 
hardship and suffering on a sin-cursed earth, is 
something we can hardly understand; but we 
shall forever praise Jesus for it when the great 
plan for earth’s restoration comes to pass. 


SUNDAY 


God Planned 


1. Find or repeat John 3:16. 

What prompted God to plan for man to be 
restored to the eternal life and happiness He 
had intended for him in the beginning? 


2. Find 2 Corinthians 5:19, first half. 

What is God’s plan of salvation doing? 

NoTE.—Reconciling means “bringing back 
into harmony.” The sin of Adam and Eve brought 
separation between God and man, but Christ’s 
sacrifice when accepted by fallen human beings, 
closes the gap and draws us to God. 

“Man had become so degraded by sin that it 
was impossible for him, in himself, to come into 
harmony with Him whose nature is purity and 
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goodness. But Christ, after having redeemed man 
from the condemnation of the law, could impart 
divine power, to unite with human effort. Thus 
by repentance toward God and faith in Christ, the 
fallen children of Adam might once more be- 
come ‘sons of God.’ ”——Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 64. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 64, par. 2. 

MONDAY 


Planned From the Beginning 


3. Find 2 Timothy 1:9, second half. 

How long ago did God make the plan for 
man’s salvation? 

NoTe.—'Betore the Father He _ [Christ] 
pleaded in the sinner’s behalf, while the host of 
heaven awaited the result with an intensity of 
interest that words cannot express. Long con- 
tinued was that mysterious communing, ‘the 
counsel of peace’ for the fallen sons of men. The 
plan of salvation had been laid before the crea- 
tion of the earth; for Christ is ‘the Lamb slain 
from the foundation of the world; yet it was a 
struggle, even with the King of the universe, to 
yield up His Son to die for the guilty race.’— 
Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 63. 

4. Find Genesis 3:15. 

In what words did God make known His plan 
to Adam and Eve? 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 

p. 65, par. 4; p. 66, pars. 1, 2, 3. 
TUESDAY 
The Prophets Foreiold the Plan 

5. Find Acts 3:21. 

Peter preached of the time when all things 
will be restored to the perfection which God cre- 
ated before the serpent entered the world. He 
called this restoration the “restitution.” Whom 
did he say had been inspired to speak and write 
of this restitution since the beginning of all 
things? 

6. Read verse 18. 

What part of this restitution did the prophets 
write much about? 












NoTE.—Micah prophesied of Christ’s birthplace 
(Micah 5:2). Isaiah told of His sufferings (Isa. 
50:6, 53). David foretold His betrayal and also 
how His clothes would be divided (Ps. 41:9; 
22:18). 


7. Find 1 Peter 1:10, 11. 


How earnestly did the prophets study the plan 
of salvation and restoration? 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 67, par. 3; p. 68, par. 1. 


WEDNESDAY 
Jesus Declared His Part in the Plan 


& 8. Find Luke 19:10. 


What statement did Jesus make about His 
purpose in coming to this earth? 


Note.—In His teachings, as in the parable of | 


the lost sheep, and in His actions, as when He 
dined with publicans and sinners, as well as in 
His sacrificial death, Jesus bore witness to the 
plan of salvation. 


9. Find 2 Timothy 1:10. 


What great things have His life and death 
done for us? 


For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 69, par. 3; p. 70, par. 1. 
THURSDAY 
The Apostles Bear Witness 
10. Find 1 Timothy 2:3, 4. 


What did the apostle Paul say is the will of 
God concerning all men? 


11. Find 2 Peter 3:9. 


How did the apostle Peter emphasize God’s 
great desire for the salvation of sinful men? 


Once a year the high priest entered 
the most holy place in the Temple 
to sprinkle the blood of an animal 
so that the people’s sins could be 
forgiven. Today, Jesus is our High 
Priest in heaven. He shed His own 
blood so that all who love Him may 


, enjoy the wonderful home He will 
- € | * make when He restores all things. 
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12. Read 1 John 5:11, 12. 

In what words did the apostle John bear wit- 
ness of Jesus as the One sent to give back the 
eternal life lost through sin? 


NoTE.—"A restored creation, a redeemed 
race, that having conquered sin could never fall, 
—this, the result to flow from Christ's completed 
work, God and angels saw.’—The Desire of 
Ages, p. 769. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 342, pars. 1, 2. 

FRIDAY 


REVIEW THE MEMORY VERSE. 


Summary of the Lesson 

FILL IN THE BLANKS in this summary of the 
lesson: 

The love of God for those He had c 
urged Him to make a plan to restore all that was 
lost when s_— entered the world. 

God formed the plan before the f Se 

of the world and made it known to 


A —— 


_ in the garden of E___. 
The theme of the writings of both the 
p-.-----------. who lived before Christ and the 
a............. who witnessed of Him, is the 


story of r : , and the r_- oe 
of the earth. Jesus Himself declared that 
He had come to s _ and to s the lost. 


Bible Search 


In Acts 3:22-26 FIND THE NAMES of three 
prophets who Peter said prophesied the plan of 
salvation. 














CAMPFIRES THAT TELL A STORY 


MAk your fires at summer camp tell a 
story this year. Think of a song or 
historical experience in which fires oc- 
curred, then design your fire to fit it. When 
the campfire program begins, let someone 
tell the story, then, at the appropriate 
moment, set light to the fire. Each cabin or 
tent could try to tell the best story. 
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The two fires shown here were made 
at Reynoldswood camp in Illinois, and il- 
lustrate the song, “Let the Lower Lights Be 
Burning,” and Elijah’s altar. 

Other stories could include an Indian 
raid on a log cabin; the destruction of the 
Spanish Armada; and the burning of Jeru- 
salem. 














